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J: Samia Mair 


Illustrated by Craigh Howarth 


SARAH looked out of the window. She was very sad. It would 
soon be Eid, and she still did not have a gift for her mother. 


Sarah's older brother had a gift. He bought their mother a light 
green scarf from her favourite store. Her older sister found a 
gift as well. She wrote one of their mother’s favourite ayahs in 
calligraphy and framed it. 


Sarah did not have money to buy a gift, nor did she write 
calligraphy. She felt that she would never find the perfect gift 


for her mother. LP 


nn qe Go 


NL Et R, À 


=> Sarah decided to take a walk in the woods behind her house. 
Walking among the tall trees made her forget about whatever 
was bothering her. She always returned home in a better mood. 
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~~ Sarah put on her boots, coat, hat, and mittens. It had snowed 
during the night and a thin blanket of white covered everything 


for as far as she could see. 


Tt was now late morning. The sky was brilliant blue 
= and the sun was big and yellow. Sunlight bounced 
off the melting snow, making the whole world 
sparkle. Sarah thought that the woods had never 
looked more beautiful. 
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The path led to a stream that meandered silently through the woods. 


She climbed over a large tree trunk that ae (Sieni ina 
thunderstorm the previous summer and headed toward a small 
hill in the distance. On the other side of the hill was the stream. 
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Suddenly, something unusual caught her attention in a small 
clearing off the path. Rays of sunshine pierced through the trees, 


4 shining directly on the spot. As she walked closer, she realized it 
- was a flower — the first flower of spring. 
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1K ight orange petals, each one as large as ‘the palm 
of her hand. They were smooth and shiny, and sunlight bounced 
off them like it bounced off snow. 
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The flower’s two oval leaves e a tender shade of green, 


and the flower itself stood on 
most magnificent flower Sarah had ever 
whispered to herself, “The perfect gift.” 
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Sarah walked one to the en À where L flower grew and 

bent down to pick it. Just as she was about to snap the stem, 

something stop 
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Ÿ her. 


14 


She stood up and gazed at the flower. She then remembered 
a saying of the Prophet Muhammad, “Allah is beautiful and... 
loves beauty.” 
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, Sarah turned around and started to run back home, leaping over 
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the fallen log in her path. She ran past the front door of her house 
and headed straight for the garage. 
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She knew exactly what she needed but was 
unsure where to find everything. She quickly 
searched through all the boxes in the garage 
and looked on all the shelves. 


A few minutes later, Sarah appeared from the garage with a box 
full of materials. She carried the box as fast as she could back to 
the spot where the flower grew. 
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Sarah immediately started herwork. After what seemed like a 
very long time, she stood up and once again gazed at the flower. 
“Perfect,” Sarah whispered to herself. 
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Sarah ran all the way home for a second time that morning. As she 
approached the front steps of her house, she called for her mother, 
baba, brother, and sister. They met her at the door. 
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“Follow me! Follow me!” Sarah said excitedly. Sarah’s mother, baba, 
brother, and sister quickly put on their boots, coats, hats, and 
gloves and followed Sarah into the woods. They could barely keep 
up with her as she ran ahead of them. 
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; “Subhanallah!” Sarah's mother exclaimed when she saw the 

flower and what Sarah had built to protect it. A little picket 
fence surrounded the flower. The fence was made of Popsicle 

ted and joined together with glue. 
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A small sign written in different coloured crayons hung on the 
fence from a piece of purple yarn. It read, ‘Eid Mubarak. Allah’s 
Perfect Gift to the world. 
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| Sarah and her family spent the rest of the morning admiring the 
flower and enjoying the sparkling woods. Every day, they returned 
s to the smal clearing to see the ‘Perfect Gift. 


After a while, the flower’s petals began to wilt and fall off. Tiny 
seed pods grew. At first Sarah was sad, but her mother told her not 
to be. The flower had lived the life that Allah had created it to live 
and nothing could be better than that. 
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|» The next year, on Eid ul-Adha, Sarah and her family returned to 
the same spot where the magnificent flower grew the year before, 
but it was not there. 
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It was en early for any flowers to grow as hints were Soke 
beginning to appear on the trees. But on one of the branches cm 
of a tall tree, they saw the most beautiful thing. A long slender 

icicle hung from the branch. Sunlight shone through it revealing a 
beautiful rainbow of colours. Sarah smiled. “Another a gift”. 


To this day, every Eid ul-Adha, Sarah and her family walk together 
on Sarah’s special path through the woods. And every year, no 
matter what season it is, they find the ‘Perfect Gift! 
Al-Hamdulillah. 
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